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the heavy gold settings of Victoria's time. The
top of the dressing-table was of looking-glass, so
that the gems were duplicated; rubies to-night,
she thought idly, picking up a brooch and setting
it down again; last night she had worn the emeralds,
and her depression returned as she reflected that
some day she would have to give up the jewels to
Sebastian's wife. She did not want to become
either a dowager or a grandmother; she did not
want to renounce her position as mistress of
Chevron. Its luxury and splendour were very
pleasant to her. Perhaps she would end by marry-
ing Sir Adam after all, before Sebastian and his
bride could turn her out; it would be a come-down
to marry a Jew, and physically Sir Adam was not
appetising, but then his millions were fabulous,
and she could make him buy a place quite as im-
posing as Chevron. Not as beautiful, perhaps, but
quite as imposing. Her hands strayed over the
rubies; yes, and he would buy jewels for her too;
her own, this time; no question of heirlooms.
Besides, Sir Adam could do whatever he liked with
the King. If only Sir Adam were not physically
in love with her, she might really consider it,

Sebastian came in, and Lucy became brisk
again.

"Give me a wrap, Button. You can start doing
my hair. Sebastian, give me the plan of the dinner-
table. On the table there. No, silly boy. Button,
give it to his Grace. Now, Sebastian, read it out
to me while I have my hair done. Oh, George
Roehampton takes me in, does he? Must he? Such